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COXTUfrBD FROM PAGI THREE.

nothing else, no one else, while you stood
over Benedict's body?"
"The switch lights shifted. That was

all."
"Where are they?" '

"In the semaphore arms on the Carpenterside of the bridge,'* Justin explained.
"From where are they operated?"
"From the tower near the brUftge."
"Ob the Carpenter side of the river??
"Yes."
"How are they operated?**
"There's a tower man."
"Could he have seen you from the

tower?"
"Why. of course."
"And he didn't comer
"He gave no sign."
"Who is her
"An old man who'd bad the joto for

years and years. I think his name is
Foran. He lives in a little hut on Doane
street."
"Perhaps he didn't see us at all,** I

said. "His wife had died that day. It
was to their house I went, Mr. Winnerly,
when I left the settlement.*"
"And you didn't get In?"
He rose with alacrity surprising In so

fctg a man. 'We're going out to look
over the ground." he said. He reached
for his ulster as Rothan returned. "One
of the men telephoned to me from the
Probate court." he said, "that the Benedictwill has Just been filed. It leaves
everything he had to a woman named
Lily Davis."

"Relative?"
"Apparently not It directs that $20,000

be spent within six months to find her."
"You might go to Benedict's lawyers.

Rothan. while I'm out, and ask them If
they want us to take the job for ten
thousand."

"It might cost us more than that."
"It might." he said.
He drove his own car. a powerful roadster.steering it with amazing skill while

he kept up a running commentary on the
panorama of the city that unfolded itselr
as we went northward. Like grandmother.he had known its beginnings. Unlikeher, he knew its ramifications, and
his comments gleamed with knowledge of
events and men, touched by a certain dry
humor.

I was glad to see that his talk was

taking Justin out of himself, for he had
been strangely gloomy when I had met
him in Winnerly's office, and I dreaded
lest he lose his fighting spirit. Why.
O. why. didn't Natalie come to him? I
revolved the thought as 1 tried to keep
my attention on the older man's conversationuntil I realized that I had brought
myself Into blazing anger against her.
Then, with a sigh. I told myself that
their adjustment of their lives was her
and Justin's affair, not mine. All that I
could do was hold faith in him and give
help to him until he had proven to the
world and Natalie what he need not prove
to me.

_

We ran through tbe park to Carpenter

The Ma
[Cootfaned from preceding pace.]

Men any one so completely panic stricken.
"My dearest child, you went?"

" T«s. and not much satisfaction did we

gat out of tbe fellow, though I think we pot
the wind up him rather," jp>irng Wye tried
to carry It off wtth a laugh^ "When I told
him that I intended to bring an action for
libel

This word broke off on a staccato note. A
surprising change had come into the meek
face under the gray hair net and the elder
Miss Ashton gasped again.

" Libel? O. no. you cant do that Tou
mustn't do anything of the kind. You can't
.can t bring any action!"
"But auntie, certainly. Why not?"
Auntie, breathless and crimson; auntie,

clutching at the silver chain for her eyeglasses:auntie, of all people, brought out this
paralysing announcement

" B-b-betause. you Me, I «ant that annooncement to the paper myself!"
A second's Indescribable pause.
Blank anguish on the face of the girl.
In the eyes of the young man, a dawning

and dismayed sympathy.
Poor lady' He saw It alL Of course' This,

the only relative apparently, belonging to
Mb particularly attractive gtrl. Miss Sybil

The Endi
£0KS OKS.I think he was a professor^ of Sagllah literature . sac, said that
there are oaly two Jokea la the world.the
drunken sun Joke and the mother-lu-law
)skt There are, so he admitted, many
tariatlaas ,f the two themes, many ways of
presenting the two supremely comic figures;
hut when we waat to make each other laugh
we always go back either to the drunkeo
man or to the mother-in-law.
Tbe etatemeat la an exaggeration. Then

gn other jekee. The curate's egg joke, for
instance, which has nothing to do either with
drunkards or mothers-in-law, and the more

recent "Better 'Ole" Joke, But it remains to

be seen whether either of these jokes will
survive, will amuse generation after generationas the two great Jokes do. For the
drunken man and the mother-in-law are very

Id jokes. They have proved their worth bj
provoking laughter for thousands of years,
and they are still the .most popular jokes
there an. A comedian impersonating t

drunkard is sun of his laugh, and a publit
speaker, his audience Is getting bored,
has only to say the words "mother-in-law"
to provoke full-throated merriment.

Of the two the drunken man joke seems U

be the older. The 8partans knew It, and usee

to (Uvea drunk so that their sons

heartily, might avoid the via
through fear el ridicule. The Jews knew it
Their ancient literature is singularly pool
In comedy. Then are not a half dosen jokei
> tbe whole Old Testament, but the drunkei
man Jaka is then. Isaiah, a grin old puri
tan of a atafestsas. mad, it, and made it ii

I

\NTERNS
T«nu«, (hen weitwlrt to the nllroi'l

station. It waa not yet dark, but the
factories alone the way were ireat fortressesof light facadlng the duak. The
light from tha Benedict plant radiated to
the railway roadbed aa we came to the
platform. Step by atep wa went with
Kenneth Wlnnerly. living again thoaa
momenta when we had found Benedict.
He meaaured dlatancea with hli eye in
the way of anglneera ere he walked
down tha track to the bridge. He halted
again, looking up at the tower. He beckonedto ua, and we followed him up tha
stairs.
A atout. middle aged man opened tha

door grudgingly. "What do yob want?"
he growled at ua "Are you the night
tower man?" Wlnnerly aaked him. "No."
he shouted. "Who la?" "Tom Foran."
he exploded, and ahut the door In aur
facea.
Justin and I started back to the platform,but Wlnnerly halted ua. "Thla la

a short cut," ha aald. and led ua across
the stretch of ground that backed to Form'sshack.
The old man flung back the door In

answer to Wlnnerly's knock. He looked
at Wlnnerly and Justin without curiosity,and took tha hand I l^eld out to
him. "Mr. Wlnnerly la. trying to find out
more about the murder of Mr. Benedict."
I explained, "and be thought that since
you are on duty in the tower at night,
you might have seen something that will
lead us to the truth about It"
He motioned us to the, few chairs that

ranged around the room where'his wife
had lain dead when I had been in It only
the day before. He had the queer, burnedoutlook of a man who has lived hla life
and who waits with sodden patience for
death to claim him. His eyes seemed to
be looking far beyond us as he answered
Wlnnerly's question of what he knew of
Benedict's murder.

"1 know all about It" he said.
"Will you tell uar Wlnnerly asked

him.
,

There's not so much to tell." he said.
M< toneless old voice striking against
the bare walls of the room. "I ve known
Benedict since he camc to Staley s Bend.
That was twenty-nine years ago In April.
X was the contract Inspector for that section.I'd been married Just the year before.and we'd fixed up the house the
way folks do when they're young, and
happy, and loving each other. Lily.she
was my wife.and I had known each
other since we were boy and girl in Iowa.
Sh» "

"What was her name?" Wlnnerly Inquired.
"Lily.Lily Davis." I
"O. yes." said Wlnnerly. "And then

Benedict came?"
"He was one of the contractors. He

seemed to take a liking to me. and we

grew to be friends. He used to come
up to the house because we were sorry
for him. living in the camp and liking
it none too well. I never thought anythingabout it. It was the way of the
West in those days, anyhow, and Lily
and I said to each other that we had

rriage 1
Ashton.this aunt.why, she ought to be In
some home!
But she had still enough wits about her to

guess hla thomght
" I'm not mad," she announced, with a

queer tremulous dignity holding her own.
" It sounds mad. But TT1 explain. Do ait
down. Mr. Wye. I shall have to tell you all
about it now. Of course. It all began with
that.that " she cleared her throat. " that
young man on the fruit farm "

Sybil Ashton demanded blankly. "What
fruit farm? "

" In some plaee where there were no nice
girls for the young men to get to know, you
know," the spinster went on tremulously.
" So one day when be waa packing up applea
from a cargo to England he scratched hla
name and address with a needle on the rosy
peel of the apple and put underneath.
Fleaae write!' "

" But, aunUe "

"The rosy cheeked Engliah girl who unpackedthat apple began a correspomdence,
Sybil. And.and It ended in her going right
out to California or wherever it waa and
getting married and living happ "

- Auntie," coldly " I tail to aee what that
has got to do with thi* a story you read in
a book?"

" It was so pretty mad pathetic," from tha

urance of Jokes; Oi
as excellent form. The mother-in-law Joke
Is not so old, but It foes back to classical
times. We And it in Plutarch. "A man
once threw a stone at a dog and hit hla
mother-in-law. 'Not such a bad shot, after
all,' he said." That is Plutarch's version of
the Joke. It Is so neat and epigrammatic
that I think the Joke itself must been old in
his time. He could scarcely have achieved
such perfect form unless he had been working
on a long-familiar idea. But ancient as
these Jokes are, they have loat none of their
freebneas for us. Time, it appears, cannot
stale their infinite variety. We may fairly
suppose that they will last aa long aa our
race doea. America may go dry, bnt tha
great comic tradition of the drunken man
will survive even in Texas. The Bolshevists
may abolish marriage, bat men will always
remember what marriage waa because they
will always laugh when any on* says
"mother-in-law." We may picture to ouriselves the last aurvivors of our race shiveriing in icy caves while the surf smolders to
extinction. They will no doubt cheer tha
desperate hardship of their winter by inrentinffreah quips about drunken men and
mothers-in-law.

i No other Joke seems to possess this quality
| of endurmno. Indeed the p«th of man'* progressthrough the ages is strewn with the
l corpses of dsad Jokes which once wars vital

enough, bat somehow mlsssil immortality,
f There is the "doctor" Jdke, for instance. Tha

ancients knew it. "Physician, heal thyself."
i Is a proverbial form of it The story of tha

medical man who went out hunting is another
i version of it "Today at laaat," said
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hspitiness enough to rpara a llttla bit for
the lonely fallows who drifted along."
He paused. as If he pondered upon the

top brief pell of those days while Wlnnerlywatched him with considering attentionand Justin and I with breathless
wonder. "One day I went home from
work," he went on. "and found that Lily
had cone away.with Benedict."
"What (lid you do?" Wlnnerly questioned.
"What can a man do? I hadn't made

her happy. I figured, and he might, and
so I left the|a to work It out. I got a
divorce and nodded her of It, and let
her know ah* could take back her name
of Lily Davis."
"That was why Benedict left her the

money under that name." Justin murmuredto me.

"1 thought he'd marry her trhen lie
haard ha could. But'he didn't. 'He tired
of her. and he offered, to give her ten
thousand dollars.he was making a lot
of money by that time.If she'd leave
him. She left him. but sho wouldn't t«ke
any of his money."
"Where did she go?"
"She same back to me."
"And you took her?" i

"What else could I do?" He stared at
us each In turn.' "I always loved Lily."
"And Benedict."
His old face hardened. "The night she

came back. I told her I'd kill him. She
begged me not to. It wasn't that she
loved him then. But he'd ^roken her
In the time she'd been with him. She'd
grown afraid, afraid of everything In
the world but me. She'd say to me. "Tom.
if you kill John Benedict, they 11 take
you for It. and hang you.' I usj.d t.> telr
her that I didn't care, that I'd be willing
to die as long ae I'd sent him .nit abend
of me and he knew why I'd done itButshe'd say, "Tom. If they hang you,
there won't be any one in the whole wide
world to carjf about me. and what'll becomeof me' So I didn't say anything to
her after awhile about kllHng Benedict,
but I made a vow to myself, that if'Lily
died before me. I'd give him the death
he deserved."
"Why didn't you kill him when he'd

first taken your wife?" Wlnnerly asked.
"I thought she loved him and he loved

her. and would be good to her. When
he treated her the way he did. flung her
away when he tired of her. as if she'd
been God. I had to kill him!"
"When-did you come here?"
'Twenty years ago. I always kept my

eye on Benedict. He moved out of 8taley'sBend because I knew that Lily
couldnt stand It there after every oae

knew about her and Benedict. We went
to Denver. Then Benedict moved East
and I followed him. Lily guessed why
I came, but she wasn't sure till I got
this Job in the tower and settled down
here in front of Benedict's factory.

"For twenty years I've watched It
grow, stone on stone, and acre on acre.
For twenty years I've watched John Benedictgrow rich while I've seen Lily
growing poorer and poorer. I was never
a man that could make money. I work,

"hat Wa:
Incorrigibly romantic spinster, turning ta
the bewildered guest. " and so like Sybil "

" Like me? " her niece protested in a small
cream.

" Dearest, I couldn't help being reminded of
you. Not the Callforalan part. But, really,
some nice girls at home here do seem to see

no more young men than If they were burled
alive In apples on fruit farms somewhere.
No, do let me finish, dear! There are girls
who have no brothers and no sort of beginningto get men to come to the house! Pretty
girls, too! I was ons myself . . . such
pretty browny-gold hair ... all gray
now . . . and no romance at all. except
out of ... of library catalogues . . .

I think It's horrible . . . but O Sybil,
it doe* nut fat /smfllcj,1"

" Auntie "

"Just let me finish," hurried on the mischiefmaker, tremulously. " I thought If I
could only . . . only atop that in time!
. . . If I could tarn It, somehow. . . .

Even If It were all contradicted tomorrow
the idea would have been brought Into this
house!"
Shs turned from the girl.a monument of

embarrassment now.to the young man with
unreadable amotion behind his honest eyes.
She fluttered on. " It.It looked so dreadfulIn print, though. This morning. . . .

tily Two in the Wo
friend who oiet him, "you will kill aethiag." vi'
It survived down to the middle of the last thi
century, and even in our own time G. B. all
Bhsw has attempted to galvanise it iato fresh w<

life. But the Joke is really dead. su
The lawyer Joke, also a good one in ita n

day, is not, I think, so old; but our grand- m
fathers were very fond of it. A gentleman
^invited to attend the funeral of a solicitor, jj,
expressed his surprise that solicitors had w]
funerals. ''I always thought," be said, >j-;
"that when a solicitor died his body was shut w;
op ia room for the night and was found cl
next morning to have disappeared, leaving a T,
smell of sulphur aud brimstone in the j,,
house." "The devil has him now to a cer- l(
tainty," said another gentleman on hearing 0|
of the death ot his family solicitor. When a,
some one remonstrated with him for his 0|
want of charity, he replied, "Well, if the w
devil hasn't got him I don't see the use
of heaping a devil at all." For us the lawyerJoke is dead. There is. of course, ah n
ways something comic in the idea of the (l
deril getting any one, though it is hard to hi
say why, for the thing is serious enough. ^
But we ao longer burst into merriment at u
the thought of a lawyer a* the victim. al

Ia the Middle Ages the priest or moak a<
Joke waa very popular and survived until *

quits recent times in an attenuated form, «
with a curate aa the central figure. But ii
the curate Joke ia moribund, ia spite of the "

egg which ia good la parts. No oae caa be
quitesure aow of getting a laugh by mentioninga curate, though the tradition that ii

ladies make slippers for curates still sar- p

I
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and work bard and faithful. but money
don't come to my kind. I'd bar* made
it for her. If I'd known how, but all I
could dd waa hold the tower Job. and
watch that bit plant crawling down the
atreet. Day after day I'd aee lohn Benedictpaaaing, flret in hia carriages, then
in hla automobiles. Sometimes Lily ttw
him, bnt not often. She kept to neraelf
so that she wouldn't b« In dancer of
'meeting him. She'd watch me when I'd
g& out at odd tlmqa., as if she were askingme not to do anything that would
hurt her."
"Did ahe oarr for Benedict even then?**
"Care for him?" He turned on Winnerlywith a sudden flash of Are in hla

embered ayes. "She hated him as I
couldn't hate him, for once she'd loved
him! No. she'd hare killed htm If she'd
dared, but she was afraM. She was alwaysafraid after she'd been with him.
That was what he did to people."

Justin nodded assent to Wlnnerly aa
Tom Koran returned to event# from analysis.falling back Into that strange clairvoyantmanner of narratlv.e

"I used to ait In the tower there of
nights, patting for the Umlteda and locals.and look out on the lights of the
plant where men and women worked to
make John Benedict richer. I'd think
how he had everything, and Lily had
nothing, and I'd say to myself that the
day would come when he^d pay me for
what he'd done to her. The day came
when Lily died."
'That was ?'
"That was three days back. She'd been

sick" for a long time, but she was never
one to say much about It. I tended her
aa best I could, but the doctor told me a

week back that there waa no hope. Thes
I knew that I'd soon have the reckoning
to make. I had to keep ber from
tng it, though. She might have made mc

promise not to touch him. But she m'ent
away without asking me. Alt she said
Waa. 'I'll be waiting for you. Tom. Come
Boon.' "

Hla old eyes seemed to be looking beyondus, beyond the bare walls beyond
space, as If they gazed into other eyes
that met and answered their tenderness.
Some power so Impelling brooded over us

all that I knew why Justin set his hand
over mine and why teara glistened in
Kenneth Wlnnerly's eyes. We knew that,
for all the simple candor of Its telling,
we stood in the presence of a great love,
twisted though it would prove to !>e irlo
a revenge. We were all silent for a long
time. Then Tom Koran went back to
his story.

"1 telephoned to Benedict that morning.I said to him. 'I'm Tom Koran.' He
gasped and spluttered into the telephone.
'I live in the shack down Doane street,
next to the river," I told him. 'I want
you to come at 9 o'clock tonight. If you
don't come to me then I'll go to you
another time ' He didn't say a v/ord. but
I knew he'd come.

"It was half past f when he came.
The Timber Wolf Special goes through at
S:51. I let her by and ?et the signals.
The Sunset Trail Limited cornea next, at

s Arranj
It waa all different. I didn't dare espials to

Sybil when she looked so furious "

The gentle fraud turned again.to a Sybil
looking more furious stllL
At the sight of It that tremuioua flow of

excuse died away. The Victorian aunt faltered. . she took refuge in the weapon
of her times.a weapon even now not withoutstAcacy.

Tears!

With a choking little apology, and fumblingin the breast of that gra silk shirt
for a handkerchief, ahe aidied oat of the
drawing room.

" I say " exclaimed young Wye. panic
stricken at this sight of an unfamiliar arm.
" I say, I'm so mad sorry, I "

" It's you I'm sorry for." retorted the
flushed and distracted Sybil. " Auntie ia a.

a disgrace!"
" But, good Lord, ahe was crying!" urged

the warrior, gazing Ktaerably at the door of
exit. " I say. Mlaa Aahton! Go to her. won't
you? Explain to her that as far'a I'm concerned.. . . Heavens above! It'a only
you ladiea I waa worrying about! Aa for the
darned old action.libel, indeed! I waa pullingthat (nanagor'a lag the whole time. There
wont be another word said, of oouraar
Hla eyea met the girl's eyes, met, Hngarod.
... An odd thing happened; an abrupt

«

rid.By George A Bir
ree in snbarbaa circles. It must be more
an halt a century since any lady made a siatit
,pper for a curate, so perhaps it ia no who
jnder that the joke Is wearing thin. To tend
rvive, a joke must have some point of laufl
ntact with actual experience, aa the with
other-in-law has. and the drunken man. and
But II we have lost many old jokea of ster- torn*
if quality we have created a few new ones the 1
bich our ancestors knew nothing about, that
here is, for instance, the "politician" joke, gon
hich la rapidly becoming popular. Politi- tried
ana have long struck me as funny, and (or of *

rs I hare felt inclined to laugh when 1 motl
ard of one. I did not know that they hous
fected other people in the same way until bab)
le evening when I waa addreaaing an over
idience of soldiers in France. In the course has
my speech I used the word "politician," rear

ithout the slightest intention of making a beca
>ke, juat aa I might have used the word eolei
librarian" or "electrician." But the mo- Mot
ent I said "politician" the audience bo- aeen
in to laugh and I grasped the fact that I joke
id.not made but attend a joke. I triad XI
le experiment several times afterward and or V
ic result waa moat satisfactory. There was email
Iwajt laughter. The aama thing holds good the
t home among civtllana. A speaker who perl
ishea to cheer up his andienee is aa aafe np
ith "politician" as he is with "mother- sffa
i-law." Let any orator try the experiment, the}
Now, if I ware a politician, I ahonId say to o

or "Vjm not a politician, bnt if I were lug
In each ease a faithful reporter will us.

isert the words- "loud laughter" at the and
oint indicated by daahea. and

, I

turtes and WmmmmmmmmmmmmmSmu
>: By M

1*:M. I vu wondering if he'd a*me 1b
tin* to tot me back to civs her the
bridle, when I heard the knock on ths
door there. 1 opened it. and. after twenty-sevenyears. John Denedtct came
back into my house.
"He stood there. In front of the window.Yon knefw how blc he was. Tn

the light from the candles around Lily's
coffin he loomed like a areut shadow. Me
looked gray as he stared at me. "Then
she's desdr he ssld, and his voice was no
more than a whisper, fthe's dead." I told
him. 'but her heart died on the day you
sent her away."

" 'I've meant to do right by her. Tom."
he said. I've always meant It. I've
made out my will, leaving every crnt to
her.'

" 'What good'11 it do her7" 1 asked
him.

" She wouldn't take money Irom me.'
he said. "Can I look at herT

" 'No.' I told him.
"He edged nearer to me. Tom.' ha

said, 'you know I'm rich. There are
plenty of women I could have married.
If I didn't marry any one of them it
was because of Lily. Won't you let me
look at herr

- No,* I said.
"He flung back his head at that 1

never begged anything of any man.' he
said, and he started to the door. Tm
not through with you.' I told him. and
stepped In front of him. 'You're going
to listen to me.'

"lie listened. I told him how Lily had
come back to me. broken and beaten by
life and him. I showed him how she'd
come creeping, up In the night from the
town below the Bend because she couMn't
face the crowd at the station. I told
him how she'd sobbed snd clung to me.
I told him how she'd turned to me. snd
Mted him. I told £lm how I'd planned
to go down to Denver and kill him. but
how she'd held me because she was afraid
of ll(e without me. That's whst you'd
done to her.' 1 said to him. to the girl
who had never feared anything in this
world or the next before you too* her.
That's why 1 didn't go after you twentysevenyears ago. I had to watt till Lily
died. And now '

"He'd been listening to me with a queer
look In his eyes while I talked of her. a
look of pain and remorse. It changed
when I moved towsrd htm. 'You're not
.not going to kill meT he asked me.
'Not while she lies there?*

" 'Because she lies there.' I told him.
" 'We're old men. Tom.' he said.
" 'Not too old to pay the price of our

youth.' I cried.
'He moved back toward the window,

slipped off his overcost. then made a
lunge at me. I'm agile and he wasn't,
and I slipped under his arm. Around
and around the room we want, with no
lights but the tapers over Lily's coffln.
Over there, by the little flower stand I'd

. made for her geraniums, he slipped I
sprang on him snd killed him. It was
queer, it was so easy He died easier
than Lily had.
The clock in the kitchen struck 1».

|ed By1
and uimxpected aad unexplained thing: act
of his eyaa there glanced for a second the
deep dawn subconscious personality of the
young man. seeing ahead . . .

It was the essential Arthur signaling to
the sweetheart of his suddse ehotea. - Doeit

you know me7 This Is ta be oar last meet

ing. Is it? . . . After I've seen you? 1*11
never leave you now!

It was the essential Sybil that signaled
back in a look. " Why should I let you go?"
Then every day took command of tham

again and It was aa If that Instinctive flash
had never been. The conventional Mr. Wye
explained. " If we let this go on for. say a

fortnight. Hiss Ash ion . . . d'you think

you oould stand It? Officially, of oourae:

then, when you.er.Jilt me. it wont be each
a shock or seem as If one of us had treated
the other badly. . . . A girl ooold quite
decently change her mind In that time,
couldn't she?"

"Quite." said the conventional Miss Ash
ton.
" Then that's understood. But I.I realty

cant go until that's explained to your aunt.
If you don't mind T"
Miss Ashton the younger found Miss Ashtonthe elder sobbing her heart out into her

eiderdown.
" Auntie, dont! It's quite allrtght Desit,

don't; Here, take this nice clean hsaitkermingham

e fact is that there ta naHttil *" "

Jy comic about any class or set of ssea lag
take themselves very seriously and pre- In I
to be superior to the rest of us. We the
bed at doctors when they walked about j
gold-heeded canes, talked bastard Lstin ere)
tried to persuade us that there «5< oia
thing occult about castor ail. We 5'kH aad
lawyer joke so long a* lawyers pretended
there was a mystical virtue in the jar- ..

of their professional documents, aad
to frighten us with their absurd ritual

rip snd robes. We still laugh at the
(ler-in-lsw because, having managsd t

#(

« of her own and reared at least one

(be tries to come the wise woman

the next generation, which in its turn dial
taken up the job of running houses snd had
ing bsbies. We lsugh at a drunken man out
use he Is a perfect figure of portentous ha)
unity with utter imbecility behind it.
hers-in-law and drunken men siways
, to have hehaved in thi. way. so the

associated with them are immortal. TW
>e doctors, priests and lawyers have more * tt
cas got over their bad habits, have oc- O
jnally laughed at themselves, and so root
world has stopped laughing at them.
isps some day our politicians will (ire pies
pretending that they refulats human Pl«
Ira will admit candidly that nothing one.
, .ay or do makes the slighteat difference V
at Uvea snd that they are Just men earn- do I
their bread and butter like the reet ef . pat
Then we shall stop laughing at tham. rem
ths politician Joke, like the doctor Joke eoa

Many othsrs, will Quietly die. spoi

irttan jpGh
IARY SYNON

I'd forgotten U step It vkn Lily died
I remembered the laam Trail, do* U
til* bridge at 1**4. I kU U ( U Uh
tower, but I couldn't lute him. deed
though he wee, end deed thougft ehe wee.

in the rwa here with Uly. And eo I
cerrled hi* out.

"I dragged him. etep by step. to the
tracks. I'd thought I'd take him to the
river eo that they wouldn't Bad him (or
a day or two. net aatll ehe waa buried,
but I hada't the time. The limited had
left the terminal and wonld be at the
bridge in two mlnate* more. I had te
let him He mi the roadbed while I went
up In the tower. Burgeee waa whittling
for the targeta when I got there. I eet
the green and let him through.

'I'd thought I'd go down and take
Benedict off the trecka when I eew a
man come off the platform and go to
where he lay. Then I knew I couldn't
go back. Then a woman came, t
watched them, then remembered te ahlft
back the target* to rod. Then I came
back to the hoaae here, get Benedict *
overcoat, and took it eat with me whea
I went te eignal the lecal. There len t
another train far two hoar* thea. I came
back here, and all night, between the
train*. I kept watch. Juat before dawa
I felt that Lily knew aad oderttoet

"I told them today I waa leaving the
tower aad te *ead another man. aa aeea
aa he came I meant te tell the polloe. Do
you went me to go with you aew?"

I looked at Wianerly for aa anewer.
but It waa Juetin who ipoke. If yon
want to get away. Koran." he eaid la a

strangely hueky voice, "yoa'd better ge
now."
"What about you?" Winnerly asked.
'"I'll take my chance*." he said.
Winnerly stood up. "You caa't do that,

mv boy." he aaid. "and there'* no need. I
know a lawyer who can make him tall
that story again *o that ae Jury will send
him down. And If he deeaa't take it.
but. by God. I'll make him. Hi* aquare
jaw* mapped "Will you be willing te
come with me?" he aaked Foran. "I think
I can nave you. confeaeion and all."

"It doenn't matter." Tom Foran aaid.
I've alway* planned to pay the price"
He turned to me. aa If aeelng me for the
drat time. "If anything happena te me.

mlee," he aaid. "will yoo put acme geranium*In the spring on Lily's grave?"
Justin and I stood la the darkneas of

Doane street while Foran locked the door
of the little ehack- I wee struggling te
keep down ray eoba when Justin spoke
to me. -After all." he aaid. "the love
that holds through the dark ia the ealy
one. Isn't It?" I felt the clasp of hi*
hand on mine. "O. my dear." I aaid. "we
can't "

"Not now." he aaid. but some day "

"Perhaps." 1 told him. aa w* fallowed
Winner'y and eld Tom Forma down the
treet. Beneath the ray* of light from
the window* of the Benedict plant the
old man atrode on. not fearfully, aa If
he were going to trial, but trustfully, aa
If he knew the end of the road were aettingforth upon hi* right of way.

tCopyright: l»l»: By Mary Syncn.)

IERTA RUCK
chief of mine Be.Mr. Wye.M befeg meet

awfully kind about all thie . . . that*
better . . . bat O annua' I de wish yart

" Wuh.what. «*armt ?w*iy.why did pea ftx upee Tihn " Sin
found herself blushing far ae nam if
all people, a* the subject of (hie.thla appallingexperiment?"

" Because." sighed the sptaster east oa .he
backtaw ef a eob * berauae I knew hm earl*
... I mean I danead with him area.

He wuh.waa aa good looking aa thla ana.

Perhaps all Arthurs are. rather. . . .

And semehow. Sybil, when »eu Just mentioned.casually, this one's name after yeu'd
been te that bias*. It bub-brought tt an hack.

thaught I'd like te see what thisi te*mum

looked like In prist . . . together Deaf
scold me. Sybtt"
Tbe girl at a sturdier type was melted new.

" Teu absurd eld darling.ra sat gotng te

a generation that did lutes gain It*

ends, against odds. " than vO yea. 1i*n*t.
rlease ask thla Mr. Wye te stay te lOMk?"

After all. yea see. the avr^e was el*

raaged' . . .

In a Clan by Himaelf
K TftlSB drill sergeuat waa iaatrrctiag
MM recruits la the atj*>*il** ef marchmovement*,and feuad great diScalty

jetting a countryman ef hi* te halt whea
cemaaad wa* givea.
Lfter explaining aad illustrating aevItimes, he sppreeched the recruit. «la*d
up silently for a couple ef mlautat
thea demanded hi* name.

'Oaaey, air," wa* the reply.
Well, Ceaey, did ye iver drive a mala?"
Tis sor."
What did y* say whea yen wanted hla
.top?"
Whea."
"be sergeant turned away and liametelyput hi* (quad ia motion After they
advanced a doeen yard* ar ** be bawled
at the top of hi* luaga: "Bfuadb

t! Whea. Casey!"

T]he Ruling Hal>||
BOSTON they tall this stery of . «rlinsbeent minded \ if
ne evening he appeared ia the drawing
a ready te eaeert hi* wtft te the theatre.
Daarie." iki. "I ta M ,t d!
iaad with that tie feu ate wearing.
is* ft upetain aad change te g black

ery obediently the predea w weut up ta
u directed. After many stentm at talentwaiting the wil* followed Hia tis
oved. the praf«a*ai had absent-a!adeOy
tiaaad th. undressing procea., aad as hi*
M *atared be eklabad placidly tats hat

#


